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and she locked the door of the women's quarters, while Odys-
seus and the young prince fell to work at their task of stowing
away the helmets, the bossed shields, and the pointed spears.
Pallas Athene herself took the lead, carrying a golden lamp,
which shed a beautiful radiance over the scene. At this. Tele-
machus could not restrain a sudden exclamation- 'Father!' he
cried. 'What is this marvel that I see? The walls of the hall, the
panels, the pine-wood beams, and the soaring pillars all stand
out as though there were a blazing fire; or so it seems to me. I
honestly believe some god from heaven is in the house/
* Hush!' said the cautious Odysseus.' Keep your own counsel
and ask no questions. The Olympians have ways of their own,
and this is an instance. Go to your bed now and leave me here
to draw out the maids a little more, and your mother also. In
her distress she is sure to cross-examine me thoroughly/
So Telemachus went off through the hall to bed, and found
his way by torchlight to his usual sleeping-quarters, where he
now settled down, as on other nights, to sleep till daybreak.
Odysseus was left once more in the hall, planning the slaughter
of his rivals with Athene's help.
The wise Penelope now came down from her apartment,
looking as lovely as Artemis or golden Aphrodite; and they
drew up a chair for her in her usual place by the fire. It was over-
laid with ivory and silver, and was the work of a craftsman
called Icmalius. To the framework itself he had attached a foot-
rest, over which a large fleece was spread. Penelope took her seat,
and the white-armed maids, issuing from their quarters, began
to clear away the remains of the meal, and the tables and cups
which the menfolk had used for their debauch. They also raked
out the fire from the braziers onto the floor and heaped them
high with fresh fuel for light and warmth.
Melantho seized the occasion to scold Odysseus once again.
'Ha! Still here,' she cried, *to plague us all night long, cruising
around the house and ogling the women! Off with you, wretch,
and be glad of the supper you had, or you'll find yourself thrown
out at the door with a torch about your ears.'

